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drinking in good company were almost the only
pleasures left to him. Why should he deny him-
self the immediate enjoyment for a very vague
and questionable future benefit?

He never believed in any form of asceticism
or self-denial, and towards the end, feeling that
life had nothing more to offer him, the pagan
spirit in him refused to prolong an existence that
was no longer joyous. "I have lived," he would
have said with profound truth.

Much has been made of the fact that Oscar
was buried in an out-of-the-way cemetery at
Bagneux under depressing circumstances. It
rained the day of the funeral, it appears, and a
cold wind blew: the way was muddy and long,
and only a half-a-dozen friends accompanied the
coffin to its resting-place. But after all, such
accidents, depressing as they are at the moment,
are unimportant. The dead clay knows nothing
of our feelings, and whether it is borne to the
grave in pompous procession and laid to rest in
a great abbey amid the mourning of a nation or
tossed as dust to the wind, is a matter of utter
indifference.

Heine's verse holds the supreme consolation:

Immerhin mich wird umgeben
Gotteshimmel dort wie hier
Und wie Todtenlampen schweben
Nachts die Sterne ueber mir.